Letter H4                                                                     March
No; but these objects do afford delight in poetry, and
they afford it in proportion to their strong and often
tragical effect, and not in proportion to the ^ good
produced, or their desirableness in a moral point of
view? [sic] Do we read with more pleasure of the ravages
of a beast of prey than of the Shepherds pipe upon
the Mountain?  No but we do read with pleasure of the
ravages of a beast of prey, and we do so on the principle
I have stated, namely from the sense of power abstracted
from the sense of good; and it is the same principle that
makes us read with admiration and reconciles us in fact
to the triumphant  progress  of the conquerors  and
mighty Hunters of mankind, who come to stop the
Shepherd's Pipe upon the Mountains and sweep away
his listening flock.   Do you mean to deny that there is
any thing imposing to the imagination in power, in
grandeur, in outward shew, in the accumulation  of
individual wealth and luxury, at the expense of equal
justice and the common weal? Do you deny that there
is anything in the "Pride, Pomp, and Circumstance of
glorious war, that makes ambition virtue"1 in the eyes
of admiring multitudes?   Is this a new theory of the
Pleasures of the imagination, which  says  that the
pleasures of the imagination do not take rise solely in
the calculations of the understanding?  Is it a paradox
of my creating that "one murder makes  a villain,
millions a Hero!"2 or is it not true, that here as in
other cases, the enormity of the evil overpowers and
makes a convert of the imagination by its very magni-
tude? You contradict my reasoning, because you know
nothing of the question, and you think that no one has
a right to understand what you do not.   My offence
against purity in the passage alluded to "which con-
tains the concentrated venom of my malignity," is,
that I have admitted that there are tyrants and slaves
abroad in the world; and you would hush the matter
1  'Othello', m. iii. 355, 351.
2  Beilby Porteus (1731-1808), 'Death', L 155.
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